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be  the  felicity   of  my friend on   the   receipt   of
these tidings, after his long anxiety and affliction;
how happy do I esteem  myself, at  being the in-
strument of that felicity.'     Such was, in part, the
language of the Ambassador,  which  appeared to
produce a strong impression  on  the young  man.
But,  fearing  lest,  during the  night,  love   should
regain all his power, and should triumph over the
generous   resolution   of   the   lady,    the   Marquis
pressed the young Count  to  accompany  him to
his hotel.    The tears, the cries of anguish, which
marked this cruel separation, cannot be described;
they deeply touched the heart  of the Ambassador,
who promised to watch over the young lady.    The
Count's little baggage was not difficult to remove,
and, that very evening,  he was  installed  in  the
finest apartment of the Ambassador's house,    The
Marquis was overjoyed at  having restored to theuld   never                                  }<
